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"I certainly could! Tomorrow, if there was a boat."
She stepped into the bedroom, then returned holding something
heavy behind her. She had often spoken of keeping her money
in one of my woollen socks, which she now dropped at my feet.
It was nearly filled with gold coins and must have weighed almost
two pounds.
When we were married I had divided my savings equally, and
had assumed, indifferently, that much of what I had given her
had gone for a fur coat she bought in Seattle. But to those few
hundred dollars she had added each month an unbelievable
amount from her allowance, giving me an actual demonstration
in conservation of resources which I never forgot and to this day
bow before in humble admiration. Next day I gave my patients
a three-months' moratorium on their bills; three days later we
caught the first boat south on our way to New York.
Before we reached Seattle we were surprised to find ourselves
looking forward to an early return; after a week in New York
we each confessed a slight feeling of homesickness for the quiet
security and even the loneliness of Alaska. On the surface the
city was still the same swiftly moving, clamorous, predatory and
fascinating pandemonium I had carried in my mind, and bragged
about, as the soul and substance of urban life, the exemplar of
custom, the infallible criterion of values. But in some respect
either it or I had changed; New Yorkers were no longer my
people. I was a stranger in a foreign land and was immediately
hailed as such; while making our way through the crowded
station someone tried to pick my pocket, and at the curb, while
calling a cab, a shifty-eyed man pan-handled me for a dime.
Worse still, the cab-driver himself short-changed me at the hotel.
The hurt and humiliation was not that these indignities had
been perpetrated, but that anyone had the unmitigated gall to
try them on me. How was it possible that marks of sophistication
acquired in one of the most worldly-wise streets in the country
could be so completely washed out in so short a time? Why was
I, who once had known all the tricks and answers and doubtless
showed it in every look and action, so quickly spotted as an easy
mark for the cheapest sort of crook and grafter?
The hotel man pondered the matter discreetly, then suggested
it might be the way I walked and gazed about, instead of plunging
straight ahead. But my wife, an enthusiast for window-shopping